a  sinner,   punished,   desolate   and   in   sore  need  of
guidance."

"We are all that," the saint said, "but we do not all
have the wit to know it. You are desolate, you say.
How far are you desolate? You have the look of one
not quite without wealth."

"I have money," she said. "At least I have jewels
which can easily be sold for money, enough to keep me
for three or four years, even if I live extravagantly as
I have lived lately."

"That is much," the saint said, "if you wish to live
in the world; but do I read you aright? You wish that?"

"I long to be out of the world. I hate the world. I
am young, and already every ambition that I have had
has been blasted. I ask only to be helped to some house
of Sisters, where I can live in peace, thinking only of
God, and imploring His mercy."

"You are not one to be helped to any house of
Sisters," the saint said. "We in religion have ways of
knowing those who may help religion and the ways in
which that help may be given. Sisterhood is not your
way, believe me."

"What way is my way?" she asked. "For I have lost
my way and know not what to do."

"You have entered upon your way," the saint said.
"But the entrance to any way is difficult. You entered
yours by the wrong gate, and have been turned back
from it. You did nothing but good to young
Hekebolos."

"You do not feel that I ruined him?"

"I knew his father, who told me that his son was living
with a young actress and causing him much anxiety,
but he said, *I cannot but feel grateful to her for one
thing; she has got him out of die horse-racing set; he